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A boy of the parish of Bratton Clovelly, proving
intelligent in the national school, was sent by the
rector to Exeter to the training college, in time
passed his examination and obtained his certificate.
He then returned for a holiday to his native village
and volunteered to deliver in the schoolroom a lecture
on 'Popular Superstitions.5
The lecture was announced, the re'ctor took the
chair, the room was crowded, and a very fair dis-
course was delivered against the prevailing belief in
witchcraft. The lecturer was heard patiently to the
close, and then up rose one of the principal farmers
in the place, Brown by name.
'Mr. Lecturer,3 said he, 'and all good people here
assembled: You've had your say against witchcraft,
and you says that there ain't nothing of the sort.
Now, I'll telPy a thing or two—facts; and a pinch of
facts is worth a bushel of reasons. There was, t'other
day, my cow Primrose, the Guernsey, and as gude a
cow for milk as ever was. Well, on that day, when
my missus put the milk on the fire to scald 9un, it
wouldn't hot. She put on a plenty of wood, and
turves, and brimmel-bushes, but 'twouldn't hot no-
ways. And sez she to me, as I comes in, "I'll tell'y
what tez, Richard, Primrose has been overlooked by
old Betty Spry. Now, you go off as fast as you can
to the White Witch up to Exeter." Well, I did so;
and when I came to the White Witch, as lives nigh
All Hallows on, the Walls, I was shown into a room;
and there was a farmer stamping about in just such
a predicament as me. Sez I, "Are you come to see
the White Witch?"—"Ah, that I be!" sez he; "my
old cow has fallen ill, and won't give no milk."
—"Why," sez I, "niy cow's milk won't hot, and the
missus has put a lot of fire underneath."—"Do you
suspect anybody?" sez he.—"I do," sez I; "there's
old Betty Spry has an evil eye, and her's the one as
has done it." Just then the door opens, and the

